the grey more grey. No doubt people will think me extra-
ordinary.'
c I don't care a damn what people think!' cried he, heated
to unusual manliness of diction. 'But it's half what you
have.'
'Not nearly half.* She spread out her hands over her
soiled skirt. 'I have far too much, and we settled at Chelsea
last spring that three hundred a year is necessary to set a
man on his feet. What I give will bring in a hundred and
fifty between two. It isn't enough.9
He could not recover. He was not angry or even shocked,
and he saw that Helen would still have plenty to live on.
But it amazed him to think what haycocks people can
make of their lives. His delicate intonations would not
work, and he could only blurt out that the five thousand
pounds would mean a great deal of bother for him per-
sonally.
' I didn't expect you to understand me.*
* I ? I understand nobody.'
'But you'll do it?'
'Apparently.'
'I leave you two commissions, then. The first concerns
Mr Wilcox, and you are to use your discretion. The second
concerns the money, and is to be mentioned to no one,
and carried out literally. You will send a hundred pounds
on account tomorrow.'
He walked with her to the station, passing through those
streets whose serried beauty never bewildered him and
never fatigued. The lovely creature raised domes and
spires into the cloudless blue, and only the ganglion of
vulgarity round Carfax showed how evanescent was the
phantom, how faint its claim to represent England. Helen,
rehearsing her commission, noticed nothing: the Basts were
in her brain, and she retold the crisis in a meditative way,
which might have made other men curious. She was seeing
whether it would hold. He asked her once why she had
taken the Basts right into the heart of Evie's wedding.
She stopped like a frightened animal and said, 'Does that
seem to you so odd ?' Her eyes, the hand laid on the mouth,
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